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S she stepped down from the 
suburban trolley-car, Virginia found 
herself in the heart of the driving 

March storm. The storm had been pounding at 
the car all the way from the big Ohio city 
where she had taken it, to Jetson’s Harbor, 
which was her destination. She had watched it 
shudderingly through the clouded window. 
 Now the wild wind buffeted her and 
the sleet stung her face, and the rain drenched 
her to the skin. She staggered across the 
slippery pavement and put down her suit-case 
at the curb. There was a drug store on the 
corner, and after a moment of hesitation she 
entered it. At the door a man in oilskins stood 
aside to permit her to pass. The clerk came 
forward affably, after the manner of clerks 
attracted by an extremely pretty girl 
apparently in distress. 
 And it was a distressed face which 
Virginia turned to the young man. There was a 
cloud of uncertainty in her very brown eyes 
and a pucker between them. Her red-lipped 

mouth drooped a little. The clerk found her 
pale, though usually Virginia was rosy-
cheeked. The clerk noticed, however, that her 
brown hair curled all the more tightly on 
account of the rain. It was the crinkly kind of 
hair that could never become straggly. 
 “I want to go to 809 Alburn Street,” 
Virginia said in a low, throaty voice. “I 
wondered if you could direct me.” 
 As she spoke the address, the man at 
the door turned. The clerk reached for the thin 
city-directory. While he was fingering its 
leaves, the man at the door moved to 
Virginia’s side. 
 “Excuse me.” he said. “You’re looking 
for the Jordans, ain’t you? It’s only three 
blocks to where they live. I’ll take you there if 
you like.” 
 Virginia, fresh from the country, 
hesitated anew. The doubt in her eyes was 
deeper as she raised them to the man’s. What 
she saw reassured her a little. The man’s eyes 
were large and bright blue. His face had been 
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bronzed and hardened by weather and labor. It 
was a big face, but it held a quick and kind 
intelligence. 
 

HE clerk looked op and noticed 
Virginia’s hesitation. He closed the 

directory. 
 It’s all right if Captain Bob say? So, 
Lady,” he told her. “Everybody knows 
Captain Bob in the Harbor here.” 
 “Well—” Virginia yielded. 
 “Come right along,” said Captain Bob. 
“We’ll he there in a minute.... I thought I saw 
you carrying a suit-case when you got off the 
car.” 
 “It’s outside,” said Virginia. 
 Outside, Captain Bob picked up the 
suit-case. Virginia made a murmur of protest. 
Captain Bob looked down on her with a smile. 
 “One of us has got to carry it,” he said. 
“Do you think it ought to be you?” 
 In spite of her anxiety, Virginia had to 
return the smile. It was a fine, wholesome 
smile, which seemed to bid Virginia to forget 
her troubles. They turned into the street 
running alongside the drug-store, and there the 
wind smote them mightily. It leaped up the 
hill as if eager to get at them. Virginia gasped 
and struggled with her skirts. 
 “You better take my arm.” Captain 
Bob said. 
 Virginia thought that rather an intimate 
thing to do, but she had no choice. Alone, she 
could scarcely keep her feet. She tucked her 
wet, gloved hand under Captain Bob’s big 
elbow, and together they fought their way 
along. 
 “This is the place,” said Captain Bob 
after fifteen minutes’ hard walking 
 “Oh, thank you,” Virginia breathed. 
 “Go right along in,” said the Captain. 
“I’m going in too.” “Oh!” said Virginia. 
“You know them?” 
 “Rather. Dick Jordan is one of my 
men.” 

IRGINIA understood from that who 
Captain Bob was. Her cousin Dick 

Jordan was, she knew, a Great Lakes 
fisherman, working for the past few years out 
of Jetson’s Harbor. Captain Bob must be his 
boss, master of the tug Dick worked on. 
 Virginia preceded the Captain up the 
walk. He followed her closely and reached 
around her and knocked on the door. There 
was a stir within, and the door was flung open. 
A heavily built, blonde young woman stood 
on the threshold. For a moment she stared at 
Virginia, and then she sprang forward and 
clasped Virginia, wet clothes and all, to her 
breast. 
 “Virginia!” she cried. “Why, Virginia! 
Why in the world didn’t you let us know you 
were coming, so’s we could have met you? 
The idea of your trustin’ youself to a scamp 
like Captain—why, Virginia, dear!” 
 She broke off her raillery, and her 
voice fell to touch the note of a mother’s 
croon. For Virginia had dropped her head to 
the girl’s ample shoulder and was sobbing so 
unrestrainedly that her whole young body 
shook. 
 The girl quickly drew her inside. 
Captain Bob paused with the suit-case in his 
hand, but the girl ordered him in with a 
vigorous backward jerk of her head. He 
entered and closed the door behind him. 
 “You come right up to my room, 
Virginia,” the girl said. “You must get those 
wet clothes off.” 
 She seized the suit-case and putting 
her arm around Virginia helped her up the 
stairs. Captain Bob went into the parlor. There 
he met another man coming toward the door. 
 “What’s the row?” Dick Jordan asked. 
 “Darned if I know,” Captain Bob 
answered. “I found a little girl at the drug-
store, inquirin’ her way to your house. I 
fetched her here, and she busted oat cryin’ 
right on Mary’s shoulder.” 
 “Pretty, little, brown-eyed girl—shy, 
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sweet little girl?” Dick asked. 
 “That fits,” said Captain Bob. 
 “Why, that’s our cousin Virginia from 
down State,” Dick said. “Wonder what brings 
her here? You say she was cryin’. What made 
her cry, I wonder!” 
 “I give it up,” said Captain Bob. 
 “Well, come in and dry yourself,” 
Dick said. “They’ll be down before long.” 
 Captain Bob went to the kitchen and 
removed his oilskins. He stood forth then, 
neatly dressed in blue with a blue shirt. His 
clothes were dry, but he sat down beside the 
base-burner. He was a handsome sailor lad as 
he sat there, listening for some sound of the 
girls’ returning. In the lamp-light his eyes 
sparkled, and there was even more color than 
usual in his cheeks. His close-cropped black 
hair lay damp on his smooth forehead. His 
stocky-figure suggested repose and strength. 
 “I ain’t keepin’ you from doin’ 
anything, am I, Dick?” he asked after a while. 
 “As if that would make any difference 
to you,” Dick scoffed. “You know you’re 
goin’ to sit here till Virginia comes down, 
whether it bothers me or not. Ain’t she a nice 
little girl?” 
 “She’s a dandy little girl, Dick,” the 
Captain said. “When we were coming along 
through the rain with her hanging to my arm 
and peeking up into my face every now and 
then—say—well, never mind.” 
 And Captain Bob did not smile. He 
could still see those appealing brown eyes and 
feel that light clasp on his heavily muscled 
arm. 
 

PSTAIRS, Virginia had got off her wet 
clothing and put on a warm, dark house-

dress. Mary had combed out the crinkly dark 
hair that needed no combing. Virginia had 
dried her eyes, but now and then a sob 
shivered through her. 
 “I had to run away, Mary,” Virginia 
said in a low voice. “Jimmy is gone, and I 

don’t know where he is. I had no place to 
come but here, and I didn’t have time to let 
you know. Is it all right? Do I have to tell you 
anything more to-night?” 
 “It’s as right as right can be, and you 
don’t need to tell me a thing now or ever,” 
said Mary, and kissed her heartily. “We’ll go 
downstairs now and I’ll make you some hot 
coffee and get you something to eat” 
 A moment more, and they were in the 
sitting-room. Captain Bob rose, and he and 
Virginia were face to face. Mary hustled Dick 
into the kitchen to help her with the fire in the 
cook-stove. 
 “I declare,” she said, “if Captain Bob 
ain’t hit at last. I don’t think he ever looked at 
a girl before, and just see how he’s eating 
Virginia up with his eyes.” 
 In the sitting-room Virginia 
murmured: 
 “I’m much obliged to you for helping 
me with my suit-case.” 
 “Oh, that’s all right,” said Captain 
Bob. 
 Virginia’s color came rushing back. 
They sat down, and then they could find 
nothing else to say till Mary and Dick came 
back. But over the coffee Captain Bob’s 
tongue was loosened, and he talked a good 
deal about the only things he was familiar 
with—the Great Lakes and fishing. 
 “If it’s fine to-morrow, I’ll come and 
get you and we’ll go out on the breakwater,” 
he said at parting. “It’s quite a sight—the 
docks and the ships in the harbor and—and 
everything.” 
 “I’d like to go,” said Virginia, who 
seemed somehow to have forgotten her 
trouble a little. 
 

APTAIN BOB came the next afternoon 
as soon as dinner was over. There was a 

biting wind off the lake, but the sun was 
shining. The Captain and Virginia walked 
down to the docks, where the great freighters 
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were being outfitted for the summer. Once in a 
while, as they walked out to the pier, Captain 
Bob touched Virginia’s elbow to steady her 
over a particularly rough bit of planking. At 
those times he watched the color come and go 
in her smooth, oval cheek. When they came to 
the end of the docks and the concrete pier lay 
straight ahead of them out to the lights, the 
wind caught at them and roared past them. 
Virginia gasped and stepped kick to the lee of 
the last warehouse. She stood gazing out 
across the blue-gray waters. Here and there 
white-caps were breaking. 
 Suddenly Virginia’s eyes filled with 
tears. She bit her lip and turned her face from 
the Captain. She looked so small and helpless 
in her mysterious grief that the Captain felt a 
lump come into his own throat. 
 “You’re in some kind of trouble,” he 
said impulsively. “Is there anything I can do?” 
 “No, oh no,” she said. “Only it looks 
so lonely—so forbidding. Don’t you ever get 
afraid of it?” 
 The Captain lifted his head and 
laughed. 
 “I love it.” he answered. “It’s given me 
my living ever sence I was a kid.” 
 She looked at him with eyes in which 
her tears still shone. 
 “Yes, I suppose you would be like 
that,” she said; “but it makes me afraid.” 
 They turned back. She was very quiet. 
The Captain did not speak, for he felt that he 
was outside her thoughts; it made him a little 
unhappy. 
 Their slow strolling brought them 
presently to the foot of the hill. The girl turned 
for a last look toward the lake. As she did so, a 
man stepped out from the lee of the corner 
building. With his eyes fixed steadily on the 
girl, he advanced toward her. Captain Bob 
knew everyone in the village, but he did not 
know this man. Yet the man seemed to know 
the girl. 
 

HE man was within three feel of the girl 
when she turned. She uttered a kind of 

strangled cry and drew bark quickly, her hand 
at her breast. Her face had gone white. She 
was trembling. Captain Bob took her by the 
arm. 
 “What is it?” he asked. “Is this fellow 
bothering you? If he is, just say the word and 
I’ll throw him in the river.” 
 “Oh no. you mustn’t,” Virginia said, 
and she faced the newcomer. 
 “Well,” he said smoothly, “you’ve led 
me quite a chase.” He smiled grimly. “Didn’t 
you suppose I’d have you watched? I knew 
the moment you left, and about the moment 
you arrived here. You had an idea your 
brother had got safely away, and so you ran....  
I’d like to talk to you alone, I know just where 
your brother is. I had him watched too, you 
know.” 
 “Will you leave us, please?” the girl 
asked Captain Bob. 
 Captain Bob’s abundant muscles 
tightened all over his body. He eyed the 
stranger malevolently. He disliked the man’s 
looks. He was a sandy-haired, pallid, weak-
looking imitation of a man, thought the 
Captain. He didn’t relish leaving the girl with 
him, especially since he seemed to have 
frightened her by some sort of veiled threat. 
 “Not so you could notice it,” be 
answered roughly. “I’ll just stick around and 
see what your friend tries to pull off.” His 
ready anger was mounting. He turned on the 
stranger. “If you’ll just excuse yourself a 
moment,” he said, “we’ll take a walk. We can 
settle this little matter, man to man, in about 
four seconds.” 
 “I’m talking to this young lady.” 
 “And I’m talking to you. I—” 
 “Captain Bob, please leave us alone,” 
the girl said. 
 

APTAIN BOB turned on her. She was 
still white and shrinking. Her great brown 
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eyes looked larger than ever, because of her 
pallor. And they pleaded with him to do as she 
said. 
 But Captain Bob was a fighting man, 
sprung of a long line of fighting men. The 
smell of the salt had been in the nostrils of his 
forefathers in the old sailing days. His women 
had cradled their children to the sound of wind 
and wave. In times of stress he knew no way 
but to do battle for those for whom he cared. 
And he had liked Virginia from the first. 
 “Are you afraid of—that?” he 
demanded. 
 “Yes, I’m afraid of him.” 
 Captain Bob’s shoulders swayed from 
the impulse to strike the man, but he suddenly 
remembered that he had no claim on Virginia. 
Twenty-four hours ago he had not even known 
her. He might make a fool of himself and get 
no thanks. 
 “You know the way home, do you?” 
he asked. 
 “Oh, yes,” Virginia answered. 
 He turned up the hill. Virginia sent a 
look of dumb misery after him, but he did not 
see it. He was simple enough to be angry with 
her and a little scornful of her. He had often 
said he couldn’t abide cowardice in man or 
woman, and he thought Virginia was a 
coward. Why didn’t she spurn the man, let 
him plant his fist in the man’s face and thus 
settle the matter. 
 

S Captain Bob reached the corner of the 
street on which the Jordans lived, he 

paused irresolutely. He had a notion to go and 
tell Mary what had happened. Mary had sense. 
Virginia was her guest. It might be only fair to 
tell Mary what was going on. But he knew he 
could not do that, and he started on again. 
 There was a rush of little feet behind 
him, and his name was softly called. He 
wheeled; Virginia faced him. She was 
breathless with excitement. He noticed that the 
pupils of her eyes had widened, so that now 

her eyes seemed black. 
 “Captain Bob,” she said, “I want to 
explain. Perhaps you don’t care, but I—I don’t 
want you to go and leave me only the 
recollection of the way you looked.... You’ve 
been nice to me.... I’m engaged to marry that 
man.... My brother was employed in his bank 
back home. My brother stole some money. 
That man said he wouldn’t do anything about 
it if I would marry him. He had asked me a 
thousand times before.... I loved my brother, 
and so—I became engaged. Then my brother 
disappeared, and I ran away. I hoped my 
brother was safe somewhere. But that man 
told me he has tracked him just as he tracked 
me. So you see I’ve got to keep my promise. 
I’ve got to go home next week. He’d put my 
brother in jail. My brother’s so young and 
so—so helpless. He didn’t mean to do 
wrong.... You see, don’t you, Captain Bob?” 
 “Darned if I do,” said blunt Captain 
Bob. “If the kid is a thief, he ought to go to 
prison. I ain’t got no use for this martyr stuff. 
Let every man pay his own score, I say.” He 
lifted his head and his blue eyes shone. “What 
right has this lad got to ask you to sell 
yourself?” he challenged her. 
 “But he hasn’t asked me,” she said. 
“He doesn’t know anything about it. He 
wouldn’t let me if he knew.” 
 “Well, he stole, and then run away and 
left you to face the music,” the Captain said. 
“A fine piece of a man he must be. My girl, 
we haven’t got any use for such people down 
here. We don’t understand people like that. 
We play the game all the time.... You take my 
tip and pass this man up.” 
 She lifted her white face to his 
appealingly, as if he were a judge who had 
passed sentence on her and hers. But she 
found no relenting in his proud face. She saw 
that for him life was exceedingly simple. He 
would enter into no situation which made it 
complex. 
 “I can’t,” she said. 
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 “Very well,” said Captain Bob, and in 
his righteousness he turned away from her and 
so left her. 
 

IRGINIA went wearily back to the 
Jordans. She was doubly unhappy now. 

Her case had been had enough before, when 
she had been about to give up her liberty 
odiously. Now she was to give up Captain 
Bob as well. All that night she lay staring into 
the dark. She tried to find a way out, but there 
was none. She could not let the brother she 
loved go to jail. 
 She was still in bed next morning 
when she heard Mary mounting the stairs. 
Mary came in hastily. She was as near to 
excitement as her calm nature ever permitted 
her to be. She held a little book and a letter out 
to Virginia. 
 “It’s a special-delivery letter,” she 
said. “Sign right there.” 
 Virginia signed, and Mary went 
downstairs to return the book. Virginia looked 
at the address on the envelope. The letter had 
been originally sent to her home and had been 
forwarded to her by the postmaster, whom 
alone she had trusted with her new address. 
 She broke the seal and drew out three 
pages of closely written letter-paper. She read 
the letter rapidly. At the end she bowed her 
head, and her tears flowed out on the boyish 
handwriting. 
 “Oh, Jimmie, Jimmie!” she sobbed. 
 The storm of her grief subsided in a 
moment. She sprang from bed and dressed. 
Down-stairs she found Mary in the kitchen. 
Virginia’s eyes were shining, and her cheeks 
were pink. 
 “Mary.” she said. “I’ve had a letter 
from my brother. I want to tell Captain Bob 
about it first, if you don’t mind. Where can I 
find him?” 
 “You can’t find him till to-night, 
dear,” Mary said. “He took his fishing tug out 
this morning for its first trip. Unless the 

weather should turn bad, the tug won’t come 
in till night.” 
 “Oh, do you think they might be 
caught in a storm?” Virginia asked. 
 Mary glanced through the kitchen 
window. The sun had risen in a clear east, but 
low-hung clouds had filled the sky to the north 
and west. It was a March day typical of the 
lake coast. Its beginning gave no guarantee of 
what its ending would be. 
 “You never can tell what will happen 
to us fisher-folk in the spring and the fall,” 
Mary said soberly. “But Captain Bob is 
careful. He’ll come in if the weather changes.” 
 
ALL day Virginia sat by a window and 
watched the sky. Once or twice there was a 
flicker of rain out of the northwest. The wind 
moaned softly throughout the day. Then 
toward five o’clock it suddenly died. Darkness 
came down swiftly. 
 Virginia went to the front door and 
looked out. Afar she could hear an ore-train 
making its weary way. That seemed to be the 
only sound. Soon that died away murmurously 
in the distance. Brooding silence wrapped the 
village. The street-lamps began to glow into 
life. A couple of pedestrians hurried by, 
glancing apprehensively at the sky.  
 Mary came and stood at Virginia’s 
elbow, slipping her arm about the girl’s waist. 
Mary looked at the northwest. 
Out of the darkness of the sudden night a 
looming shape seemed to define itself there. 
Mary knew it was a bank of jet wind-clouds. 
 “Come in, Virginia,” she said in a low 
voice. 
 Virginia’s ears were attuned for a note 
of alarm in Mary’s voice. She found it—and 
she did not stir. 
 “There’s going to be a storm—a bad 
storm—isn’t there, Mary?” she asked. 
 “We can’t tell how bad it will be,” 
Mary answered. “Storms on the lake come in a 
minute at this time of year. But don’t worry, 
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dear. Captain Bob is inside the breakwater by 
this time, more than likely.” 
 “But suppose he isn’t? Suppose he 
should be caught outside in a terrible storm. Is 
there anyone to help him?” 
 “The life-saving station isn’t open 
yet,” Mary answered. “It will open right away, 
now that one tug has gone out. That’s all 
that’s needed. That opens navigation, for the 
life-savers.” 
 “But is there no one else?” Virginia 
asked. 
 “If Captain Bob got into trouble, he 
would flare,” Mary answered. “If a tug could 
get out to him, it would go. If it couldn’t get 
out—why, they would just have to take their 
chances.... Come in, Virginia.” 
 

S Virginia half turned, there was a mutter 
out of the hidden shape in the northwest. 

Then there was a soft, easy flare of lightning, 
much like heat-lightning in summer. For that 
instant it looked as if the storm would break 
gently. But of a sudden there was a rocking 
crash, and the sky was split by a living, zigzag 
line of lightning. Still there was no rain. 
 Virginia turned swiftly back into the 
house and ran up the stairs. When she 
reappeared from her room she had on a long 
raincoat with a scarf tied tightly over her head. 
 “Virginia, where are you going?” 
Mary cried. 
 “Down to the docks,” Virginia 
answered. “I want to see if Captain Bob is in. 
If he’s out there in this storm, perhaps there’s 
something I can do.” 
 Mary prisoned the slighter girl in her 
arms. 
 “You poor child!” she said. “There’s 
nothing you can do. If there is anything to be 
done, it’s work for men.” 
 “But I’m going to see,” Virginia 
declared. 
 Mary stepped back and scanned her 
cousin’s face. In Virginia’s eyes there was a 

light from an inward flame stronger than 
anything that burned in Mary’s breast, 
stronger than anything that had ever burned in 
Virginia’s before. Mary understood. In the 
thought of Captain Bob’s peril, Virginia had 
forgotten her native timidity. If Captain Bob 
were in danger, she wished to be in danger 
too. It was woman’s age-old instinct toward 
self-immolation. 
 “Wait,” Mary said. “I’ll go with you.” 
 As they went down the hill toward the 
docks, the wind began to rise again. By the 
time they reached the docks it was sobbing 
along the river, backing the dark water away 
from the mouth. Now and then thunder 
crashed in the northwest, and lightning ran up 
the sky. 
 The docks were dark and silent. The 
big freighters loomed up, dull, dark, 
motionless shapes. Here and there a fish-tug 
hugged up to the piling. Virginia and Mary 
walked to the end of the docks without 
encountering anyone. Beyond them the basins 
inside the far breakwaters lay lonely, silent 
and unlighted. 
 “Captain Bob’s boat isn’t in,” Mary 
screamed at Virginia. 
 “Can we get out to the lighthouse?” 
Virginia screamed back. 
 Mary nodded. More than Virginia, she 
understood the peril Captain Bob’s boat was 
in. Doubtless by now he was headed toward 
the gap, but the gap would not show in the 
dark. If the sea began to run, as it surely 
would in a few minutes, he would have 
nothing to guide him. His little craft would be 
as likely to be dashed against the breakwater, 
and pound to pieces there, as to make the 
harbor. 
 

ARY put out her hand. Virginia clasped 
it tightly, and together they stepped out 

from the shelter of the last building. Virginia 
remembered curiously how she and Captain 
Bob had stood there just a few hours before. 
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 The wind, still rising, had free sweep 
of them as they made their way along the pier. 
It snatched their breath away, so that they had 
every once in a while to turn their backs, and 
it wound their skirts about them so that they 
could scarcely walk. But they kept on, and 
after what seemed a long time they gained the 
lighthouse. 
 They stood behind this a moment to 
get their breaths. Virginia was panting and her 
body was shaking. She sank down on the 
lighthouse base. Mary, stronger than she, got 
herself together first. She moved cautiously to 
the side of the lighthouse and peered around it. 
On the instant she was back, clutching at 
Virginia’s sleeve. 
 “They’re out there,” she cried, “—
Captain Bob and Dick and the other men.... 
They’re—they’re—oh, Virginia, they’re 
flaring.” 
 Virginia felt her heart turn to ice. Her 
nerves went dead, as if they had been charged 
with an electric current and the current had 
been suddenly turned off. She put her lips to 
Mary’s ear. 
 “We’ve got to keep cool,” she said. 
“Maybe we can help them. What can we do?” 
 With a shudder Mary looked out 
across the east basin. Lightning flared up and 
held. The basin was as illuminated as if at 
midday. Inside the big concrete breakwater the 
sea was comparatively smooth, though 
outside, the waves were already beginning to 
dash against it and break in a smother of 
spray. 
 “They’ve got to have a light, Mary 
said. “I think that’s what they’re flaring for. 
There hasn’t been enough sea to damage their 
steering-gear yet or to put out their fires. They 
are probably headed inshore, but they’re afraid 
they can’t make the gap. There isn’t time to go 
for help. Captain Bob’s boat is fast, and he 
will be coming in under a full head.... There 
ought to be a flare on the east arm of the 
breakwater—out there, Virginia, where the 

storm is.... Captain Bob has a launch at the 
shore end of the pier. I can run it.... It’s 
smooth enough inside the breakwater.... We 
can get some oily waste from the car-boxes.” 
 Virginia felt a surge of terror through 
her whole being. Her mind was working like 
some high-power machine, and her 
imagination was vivid. In a breath she could 
see herself and Mary in the little launch, 
speeding out to where the storm was wreaking 
its fury.... She put her hand on Mary’s arm and 
started along the pier. 
 They came to a string of ore-laden cars 
along the shore, and Mary showed Virginia 
how to dig the oil-soaked waste out of the car-
boxes. By the time Mary brought the launch 
around. Virginia had a pile of it ready. 
Regardless of the oil, they gathered it up in 
armfuls and put it into the boat. Then Mary 
headed the launch out across the basin toward 
the breakwater. 
 

HE lightning flared constantly now, and 
thunder crashed and broke and died in the 

distance. Big drops of rain began to fall, and 
soon there was a torrent of it. Mary peered 
ahead, but Virginia dropped her face to her 
knees and hugged herself together before the 
blast. She was conscious of little feeling 
except the flame of hope in her brain. She 
whispered lift to herself that she was not 
afraid. 
 She was roused by the bumping of the 
boat against the breakwater. She lifted her 
head. The boom of the waves on the outer side 
of the breakwater filled her ears. White spray 
broke above her and dashed over her. When 
the lightning flared again, she saw that they 
were close to the gap and-that through it the 
water was pouring without restraint. The wash 
of it caused the launch to dance. 
 Mary held the nose of the boat against 
the concrete. It constantly tried to pull away as 
the gap-current caught it. It seemed to be a 
thing alive, conscious of the peril to itself and 
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its passengers. 
 With her left hand Mary tore open the 
bosom of her waist and drew forth a little 
oilskin packet. She held out her hand and 
Virginia crept aft and took the packet from 
her. 
 “Matches,” Mary screamed. “Take an 
armful of waste and pile it up on top of the 
breakwater. Touch a match to it as soon as 
you get it up there.” 
 Virginia hugged an armful of waste up 
to her and got back to the bow. Twice she 
tried to stand, but each time she had to sink 
back. The boat rocked so that she was afraid 
she would be pitched overboard. But on her 
third attempt she managed to hoist the waste 
to the top of the breakwater. She struck a 
match on the under side of one of the boat-
seats. It flickered and died. Another suffered a 
like fate. With a moan she struck another. Was 
she to fail here just at the crucial moment? 
The third match flared up, flickered in the 
wind, almost went out, and then grew to life 
between her hollowed hands. She reached up 
quickly and thrust it into the waste. 
 For an instant the waste sizzled, and 
then it suddenly sprang into red, smoky flame. 
Its light went out across the dark waters. 
 “Watch it,” Mary cried. “As soon as it 
burns down a little, throw on more waste.” 
For five minutes Virginia fed the flare. At the 
end of that time she piled on the last of the 
waste. Her hands were numb, and her body 
was so nearly paralyzed that she could 
scarcely move to gather up the flare’s fuel. 
Now she sank down to the bottom of the boat. 
 That was the last of their signal, up 
there in the pelting rain and the dashing spray. 
If Captain Bob had not seen now, he would 
never see any signal from them.... The waste 
burned steadily on, wavering and flickering 
and being nearly gone half a dozen times. 
Then slowly it began to die.... Virginia 
huddled herself on her knees and began to 
pray incoherently. 

 Now the rain was a flood. The 
lightning was intermittent. The thunder had 
almost ceased. But the wind howled along the 
wide expanse beyond the breakwater. 
 

UT of the darkness came the hoarse cry 
of the tug’s whistle. Mary screamed 

hysterically. Virginia only huddled further 
down on the bottom of the boat. 
 She was so huddled when the forward 
lights of Captain Bob’s tug showed at the gap. 
The tug wallowed, narrowly missing the east 
abutment. The aft lights showed, and the tug 
came through. It kept on for a hundred feet, 
and then it came round out of the sea and into 
the smoother water. Its engines were shut off, 
and Mary screamed. There was an answering 
shout from some one in the bow of the boat. 
 The tug had come to a standstill. Mary 
put the launch about and came alongside. 
Captain Bob leaned down. Then he sprang and 
landed deftly in the center of the launch. 
 “Mary!” he yelled. 
 “Never mind me,” Mary cried. “Look 
after Virginia.” 
 She pointed to the huddled figure, and 
Captain Bob with a cry that seemed to tear up 
from his heart bent and gathered Virginia up 
in his arms. Dick Jordan appeared in the tug’s 
bow. Mary threw him the rope, and he made it 
fast. He held his hands down to Mary, and she 
clambered over the side. Captain Bob passed 
Virginia up and followed her. Then he took 
her from Dick again and ran to the engine-
room door. Mary followed him. 
 “Get us ashore quick,” Captain Bob 
ordered his engineer. 
 

HEN Virginia opened her eyes, she was 
in her own bed with hot irons at her 

feet. Mary was standing beside her. Mary put 
a cup of something hot and pungent to her 
lips. Virginia drank and seemed to doze. 
 After a while she opened her eyes 
again. She was very warm and comfortable. 
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She looked for Mary. But Mary was not there. 
Captain Bob stood where Mary had been. 
 Captain Bob dropped to his knees and 
began to stroke her crinkly hair. 
 “Virginia,” he whispered. “Virginia!” 
 Suddenly Virginia sat up in bed. Her 
dark hair rumbled down about her shoulders. 
Her eyes were shining. Her cheeks were pink. 
 “Captain Bob,” she said slowly, “I’m 
not afraid of that man any more. I don’t think 
I’m afraid of anything after to-night. I had a 
letter from my brother to-day. That man lied 
when he said he knew where he was. He’s in 
Canada. He got over the border at Buffalo. 

He’s going to enlist for the war. He said he 
had been a coward but he was going to wipe 
that out. He may never come back.... If this 
had happened before to-night, I’d have been 
afraid for him, but now—” 
 Captain Bob took her slender hands in 
his big ones. 
 “You’re not going to be afraid of 
anything any more, are you, Virginia?” he 
murmured. 
 Virginia only shook her head. She was 
afraid to answer, lest the tears that were so 
very near should come flooding out. 

 


